7o	CORRESPONDENCE OF
travelling. No doubt the palace cars of the present day
are very grand and luxurious; but grandeur and luxury
often leave much real pleasantness out of sight. The
postillions were very comical in appearance, wearing huge
clumsy boots that covered their entire legs, and were
stuffed with straw! Occasionally we were treated to
ropes in the harness. My father often sat on the coach-
man's box, and I well remember his delight at the first
sight of Mt. Blanc, like a brilliant white cloud, sixty
miles away! He stopped the carriage, and invited my
dear Mother to a seat beside him. He was also in a state
of toosey-moosey over the mists which clung to the Jura
mountains, after we had once entered Switzerland. We
were soon settled in a pleasant country house near Berne,
La Lorraine, which had been recently occupied by the
ex-King of Holland, Louis Buonaparte, after the crown
had fallen from his head—as all Napoleon's crowns were
doomed to fall. It was a very simple house, with deal
floors, a stiff little garden in front, with a stiff little foun-
tain, quite waterless, as its sole ornament. But Oh, the
sublime view of the Alps from the windows—the whole
range of the Oberland Alps, so grand beyond descrip-
tion, so beautiful beyond description, and constantly
varying in their grandeur and their beauty. In the
rear of the house was a natural terrace, where we
all walked almost every evening, parents and children
enjoying the noble view. It was on that terrace that my
father taught Paul to fly his first kite, which he had made
for him. Farmer Walther, who had charge of the prop-
erty, had many interesting talks with his tenant on sub-
jects political and military; he was very indignant at the
robbery of the Treasury of the Canton of Berne by one
0f Napoleon's Marshals. But then Napoleon, while

